




3 . another blast from the' past 


$he ghosts of the Sixties continue to 
move among us with a peculiarly , lm- : 
placable intensity. Lyndon Johnson 
gurgles his bogus pieties on the. front 


Brown was .there, . It happened to Mm. 
It happened, to all of - them who moved 
through those years. 


sticking, up saloons has . nothing tQ do 
with revolution ,smd nobody would know . 
that better than Rap Brown. ' 

. Sticking up saloons does have some- : 
thing to do .with bring on thb run, with 
spending 17 months as a fugitive, with 
seeing film in which a dynamited car , ‘~ i 
is found on a Southern road and, pieces 4 
of bodies are In it and one of them : 
could have, been yours. You stick up 
Saloons because you’re trapped. Revolu- ! 


.. „ T , r , m ...... But it wasn’t .Rap Brown -who shot- tion?No. Justa. matter ofmm nmim. 

page of the. New York Times. Eldndger = Viola Liuzzo. It. wasn’t Rap Brown: out of places to move, or not being able 


Cleaver holds; a.press conference to. an^ 
nounce his return from Algerian exile. 
Hubert Humphrey and . Eugene- - Mc- 
Carthy move around the edges of- poli- 
tics; hoping that somehow- there can-.be 
reruns of moments, that were basically 
emotions'. And. on the- 11th . floor of 
Roosevelt. Hospital, behind a wall of 
cops, with tubes running into his nose 
and throat, is H. Rap Brown. 

* it * 

And why were we : always certain 
that people like Johnson would end up 
being paid hundreds of thousands of 
dollars for his versipn of the Sixties 
and people like Brown would end . up 
in blood? The Sixties moved like, some 


who shot Medgar Elvers. It wasn’t Rap 
Brown, who murdered , - Goodman,'- 
• Schwemer and, Chaney and made them 
part of a dam. It wasn’t Rap Brpwn- 


to move' at ail anymore and; knowing 
that some dreams are over. ' Forever.' 

There is no excuse for Rap Brown 


who sat on all those juries, smoktog 'k ere - who - stick tip ; 

Koote, wearing white socks with blue 
suits while white men who had lulled 
black men were set free. Rap Brown 
didn’t murder , John Kennedy. That 
wasn’t: Rap Brown firing . into the _ 
motel, blowing Martin King out ' of tT p Brown was one of the people from 
America. Ran Brown didn’t mit ^ Sixties who made it into everyone's 


saloons are potential murderers; they 
have, guns because they are. prepared to 
use guns, ityd- people who think they 
can use guns on other human beings 
should be put in jail. I mean here that 


America. Rap Brown didn’t snake out - aixnes wno toatfe it mto everyone’s 
of the kitchen of the Am bassador Hotel Bartl ® tt ’ s ^ one: sentence, 

to put a bullet in Robert Kennedy’s y iolenc ®>’' he said > “ty as American as 
skull. Rap Brown dropped rib bombs pie.’’ 

on. Laos or Cambodia or. North and - : 

South Vietnam. Rap Brown didn’t in- • , . . . - ■" 

peculiar movie film ed by Bi ehaV^ ' tasI vade the Dorniniban Republic br plan 

ter; the frames m^ at teetek the Bay of Kgs. He fired no bullets at rhetoric was rihaped by Amencau 
speed, as the events cfow^ In^S Kent State. He didn’t shoot anyone in 

__ _v. nn y, , _ , , . _ WflAts ftp TTpwj} 7 *lr nr TTrnicrVi • • ?Ct Of ~AlXI6nC3. il VlOlGHCC* H6 ‘Will 

Mariin^V RldeS . Or Hough. trial ^ ^ q 

,u S ° ther f n i s no sense of r e iief when. away.. His memoir* will not appear bn 
r° ?? ern ^ on darkened the cops tell you that Rap Brown was the front page of the New York Times. 

T°+ M swltca to g3 f wounded and arrested after he and He will riot run for President. He will 
r*“ d - w *£ te ^ W0 ^ d race out three other men walked into the Red riot enjoy the luxury of well-financed 
y dL ^ ni & h t and sometimes Carpet Lounge at 173 West 85th St. exile. The machinery of the establish- 

anApuUed.pff,a,stickup. ment will save his life with its medicine 
Brown. He was there, his frrenas died;. They had shotguns with them, the cops and defend his rights with its legal 
somg w-ent crazy from the bitterness say, a carbine, three handguns and over system. And the running is at an erid 
and despair; Bob Mo^ - yanfe^ 

Va revolt®riaty > &tyR®fc. 


ieyer make it back 
from the Finland Station. ; 


Stoketys fineAid^tun^£laBS 
tog lot. for dead.' Marxist prose,. RkjJ-Wf 



